90                      ERECHTHEUS.

ATHENIAN HERALD.

On thy tongue truth wars with error ; no man's edge
hath touched thy lord.

CHORUS.

False was thine then, jangling menace like a war-
steed's brow-bound bell ?

ATHENIAN HERALD.

False it rang not joy nor sorrow; but by no man's
hand he fell.

CHORUS,

Vainly then good news and evil through so faint a
trumpet spake.

ATHENIAN HERALD.

All too long thy soul yet labours, as who sleeping fain

would wake,
Waking, fain would fall on sleep again; the woe thou

knowest not yet,
When thou knowest, shall make thy memory thirst

and hunger to forget.